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"Hey Lars, what are you watching?" James strolled into the living room, where he found Lars sprawled on the 


settee and glued to the TV. 

"The tennis at Wimbledon, Lars replied, not taking his eyes off the screen "It's really exciting!” 
"Why? Has somebody streaked across the court?" James asked 

"No, dumbass! | mean the match that is being played now" 


"Um, fair enough", said James, who didn't find tennis interesting. He flopped down on the settee next to Lars 
and grabbed a beer off the six pack on the table. As he was drinking, Lars gave a sigh. 


"What's wrong buddy?" James asked. 


"Nothing really", Lars said. "I just really wish | was at Wimbledon’. 

"Yeah, then you could streak across the court". 

"NO! | wanna be there cos of the atmosphere". Lars gave a dreamy sigh. "Just imagine, James, sitting in the 
sunshine, watching the greatest tennis players in the world and eating fresh strawberries and cream. Wouldn't 


that be awesome!" 


James didn't really think so but seeing the wistful expression on Lars' face, he decided to do something about 


it. 
"Well, we can always pretend that we're at Wimbledon", he said. 
"Oh yeah, how?" Lars pouted. 


The adverts came on TV and James grinned. What perfect timing. He leapt up, hurried over to the TV and 
urplugged it. Lars gave a yelp of indignation. 


"Hey asshole, | was watching that!" 


"lim taking it outside for you, while the adverts are on", James said, hoisting the TV up into his arms. "Then 


you can be out in the sun". 
"James, how can we do that?" Lars said. "There's no electricity outside". 


“There's an extension lead in the cupboard," James replied. "Go and grab that and we'll plug the TV in the 
kitchen socket, thread the extension through the window and Bob's your uncle". 


"Um." said Lars, not really sure about James’ idea. Still, arguing with him was wasting valuable time and the 
tennis could come back on again at any minute. So Lars fetched the extension lead, went into the kitchen and 
opened the window. He plugged the plug in and passed the other end out to James. 


"Does it reach?" he asked. 


"Yeah, no problem" said James, putting the plug in at his end. He made a bench with two upturned buckets and 
a stout piece of wood and then put the TV on it. Lars hurried outside, just in time to see James switch the TV 


back on. The screen flickered and a commentator appeared. 
"And now, we return to Wimbledon for the afternoon'.. 


"Oh, well done James, you did it just in time", said Lars happily. He went to sit on the lawn, then jumped up 
again with a squeak. "Ew, the grass is wet!" 


"Uh, yeah, it did rain earlier", said James. "But never mind that Lars, it often rains in England so that makes it 


more authentic". 
"Yeah but they have dry seats to sit on at Wimbledon’, Lars pointed out. 


"Such a fussy boy", James grinned. "OK, give me a minute". He scooted over to the garden shed, went inside 


and soon returned with two folding chairs. 

"Heheh, thanks James", said Lars, opening a chair up and sitting on it. "That's more like it". 
"No problem", said James, also sitting down. "So, is it like Wimbledon now?" 

"Almost", said Lars. "But we still don't have strawberries and cream". 


"You are fucking impossible", said James. He kissed Lars on the nose, making him blush. "OK, give me five 


minutes!" James rushed off again, towards the shed. 
"James, where are you going?" Lars called. 


"To the 1-ll", James announced, wheeling his bike out. "Make yourself useful, fucker! Go and get some dishes, 
spoons and paper cups outta the kitchen’. 


"Oh, oh, OK", said Lars". 
James went out through the gate and cycled away up the road. Lars waited until one of the tennis players was 
arguing with the umpire, then he rushed indoors and grabbed everything James had asked for. He was just 


sitting down outside again, when James returned, panting for breath but triumphant. 


"Hahah, | got it!" he said gleefully, leaning his bike up against the fence. He took a bottle of lemonade, a punnet 


of strawberries and a can of squirty cream out of his basket. 
"Oh James", said Lars, touched that his friend was doing all of this for him. "That's..that's really good of you". 


"Nah, don't think of it", said James, sitting down next to Lars. He opened the punnet and tipped some 
strawberries into Lars' dish. The juice splashed onto Lars' face, making him squeal and giggle. 


“They're fresh, they came out of a fridge compartment", James said proudly. "The cream is just out of a can 
though cos the real stuff was too fucking expensive". 


"Hey, that's alright’, said Lars, seeing James’ cheeks go red and not wanting him to feel embarrassed. "Actually, 
its better out of a can cos then | can do this". 


Lars took the top of the can and squirted the cream at James. James gave a yell and nearly tipped out of his 


chair. The cream hit him on the nose and Lars burst out laughing. 
"You little fucker, that's not funny!" said James, laughing too. 
"Here, let me clean you up", said Lars and he licked the cream off James' nose. 


"Um, that tickles", said James but he didn't move away. Lars smiled at him and ruffled James' hair. Then he 
squirted cream onto his and James' strawberries and they settled into their seats and began eating. 


The strawberries were sweet and juicy and the cream was lovely and cold. Lars ate happily, enjoying himself a 


great deal. He felt a gentle nudge and looked over at James. 
"So, is it as good as really being at Wimbledon now, huh?" James asked. 


Lars gazed at his friend; all big, blue eyes, a shy expression and soft, fluffy hair partially hiding his face. He 


smiled. 
"Nah, | think it's better". 


"Better? Really?" said James in surprise. He looked around their tiny garden, with its fence in need of painting 
and overgrown grass. Then he looked at the tiny TV, with its fuzzy picture. 


"Yeah, loads better" Lars insisted He reached out and cupped James’ face in his little hands. "I don't think | 
could do this at Wimbledon, you see". 


Lars leaned in and kissed James on the lips. James started, shocked but pleased. 


Then he slipped his arms round Lars, held him close and returned the kiss, tasting the strawberries and cream 


on Lars’ sweet lips. 


The End 


